had made him crazy. I also told him that the driver of the
cart was not sleeping but probably following every word of
his, and besides following my replies in English. This to
some extent cooled him down.

He 'exclaimed in English, " Having been in successful
medical practice and that too in Gynaecological and
midwifery work in a fashionable place like this, do you
mean to tell me that you are so very innocent ? "

" It is exactly for that very reason that I am absolutely
innocent. What has successful medical practice got to do
with * affairs' ? It is just like expecting every good Head-
master to have homo-sexual relations with his pupils."

Mani was breathing hard and was silent for almost a
minute or two; then he started gasping and groaning with
either anguish or pain. I asked him if the asthmatic fit was
under control He replied that it was not the asthmatic fit
that was the cause of his anguish, but the utter ruin that
had overtaken him, which was the reason for his coming
to my place, I was a little shocked to learn that he was in
such great trouble. I encouraged him to confide to me,
what he meant by utter ruin.

" My life was in danger. I had to run away to this
place with my wife and children for life."

"How can the life of a popular surgeon be in danger ?
What exactly happened?"

"It is a long story and nothing can be done about it.
So please leave it alone and help me to start a new life
in your place."

" You can depend upon me to do my best for you,
but is it too much if I ask you what happened?" He
reluctantly gave his pathetic story.

"You know I am an inveterate cigarette-smoker,
smoking more than a 100 cigarettes per day and inhaling
them too. So I slowly developed a persistent smokers*
cough with spasm which slowly led to frequent attacks of
asthma. The usual asthma remedies were of temporary
use in assuaging the attack. So I tried a J grain of
morphia a day. I had immediate relief from the attack
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